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THE GRAPE-VINE SWING.

When 1 was a boy on the old plantation,
Dowa Ly the d-cp bayou—

The fa rest spot of all ereation
Under the arch ng blue—

Whea the wind came over the cotion and corn,
To the long slim loop I'd spring,

'With brown feet bare, and & hat-brim torn,
And swing in the grave-vine swing.

Swinging in the grape-vine swing,
Laughing where the wild birds sing—
Idream and sigh
For the days gone by,
Swinging in the grape-vine swing.

Oul—o'er the water lilies boanie and brighs,
Back to the moss-crown trees;

I shouted and laughed with a heart as light
As awild rose tossed by the breeze.

TLe mockinz-bird joined in my reckless gles,
1longed for no angel's wing;

J was just as near Heaven as 1 wanted to be,
Swinzing in the grape-vine swing,

Swinging in the grape-vine swing,
Lau~h ng where the wild birds sing—
04, 10 be a boy,
With a heart full of joy,
Swinging ia the grape-vine swing.

I'm weary at morn, I'tn weary st night,
I'm fretted and sore of heart;
And care is sowing my locks with white
As [wend through the fevered mart.
I'm t'red of the world, with its pride and pomp,
And fame scems a worthiess thing;
T'd barter it all for ove dar-rmnp
And aswing in the grape-vine swing.

Swinging in the grape-viue swing,
Lauzting where the wild birds sing—
I woull I wereaway
From the warld to-day,
Swing nyg o the grape-vine swing,
—Samuel M. Peci, ia N, O. Times-Democrat.
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CIIAPTER XV.—=COXTISTED,
The winter came on, and duringe its
Creary hours Sir Rupert was obliged to

koeep is apartments the greater portion of
the time, and grew accustomed to depend-

ing on the servants  entirely. In couse-
'l.v:.' learned to watch over him as
ld over a e :..h.l some child, “only
vaiin’t dare to punish him,” as Marcia
reczarkod spmewhat sp itefully at the close
of 4 very teving day.  But with the
bre: l..»:‘ .p.-i r azain his spirits seemed
Lo revive a lin He walked out occasion-
ally, raning on 'l'u- arm of one of the serv-
ants, an u breathed the sweet air that
Lissed the teader buis and silky leaflets
forth.
SHNeLimes w lau i about the gmunds in
Vs cuair, resting here and there in some

favorite s -..1 itent on wiatching the birds
iz tne tufted elms, or gazing wistfully high
up the ivy-wireathed gables. The grand
o] Hall never bad seemed  so much like a
marnidiceat mausoleum, nor the internor
seemed so much ke a towb, as it did this

sunny springtide.

CHAI'TELR XVL
In these iast days of his unlucky life,
these lust weary days, every thing con-
ducive to aliugering romorse had united
nzamst the proud soul of Sir Rupert, even
the oid facade sugzested a tomb,
It ouly necded a little something more to

s8ip 1he balance, and in favor of a hastening

Vemise Sir Rupert conld say: “I am ready.
! Charon: [ stand waiting on the treach-
errus sands.”

Peevish and resiless he finally grew,
spending hours in clumbing up aud down
the silent stuircases, echoingonly to his
f.u"o—"r'utt'ps

smetimes resting on the landings, he

wid mutter to himself of the deceased
ady Percival, and of Miriam, and often of
Lie littie grandson.

Then there camea time when he risked
the staircase mo longer alone; and in
these wretched days he straved about the
dark. gloomy corridors above during the
long, monotonoas summer afternoons, but
oftener in the midnight watches,

Tha whole household were daily growing
nervous aud uneasy, and were oblized to
cceupy rooms near those of their master in
orderthut lus many strange fancies might
be the easier looked after.

O:ie preat hailucination of these desper-
ate days was Sir Rupert imagined that Mi-
riam was sccreted in the Hall somewhere,
and he cauzht her peeping through the
talf-open doors, and waking him so often
from his afernoon naps, he said. For
hours and hours he would search along
the halls and corridors, going with stealthy
stepand unwearyving patience. Often he
would pausein these searches and listen
long and anxiously for the ssund of her
footstep and the music of her voice. Some-
times he would start up at dead of mght
and cry out, eagerly: “Oh! she is coming
nows; Miriam, my beautiful daughter, is
: I can hear her steps on the stairs™
ving contented after these outbursts
and glad flights of cxpectation, be would

'y WiLL NOT XTErn tnn rrmtl xow,
JAMES."

wait quietly for her appearing until another
nervous attack seized bim, or he had quite
fergoiten whom he was waiting for.

Oncebe was s0 determined that Miriam
had been in his apartments and had touched
him on his arm, awakening him from a
sound uap, that all the servants had to be
arouscd to searca for her because he failed
ta fid her. All uncomplaining the sleepy
bousehold instituted a mock search to quiet
him.

=5 thusin the midoight hour, with tapers
aight, they moved slowly about the silent,
gloomy rooms, above and below, searching
for thesalisfaction of their master, who fol-
lowed them n Lis feeble march, leaning on
tte arm of one of their number and talking
incessantly of his children,

# 1 thither.at Sir Ropert’s designation, he
rily concluced she was hiding in the
Jflc ry, and no words of persuasion would
weter bim from going thither. A search ia

‘:. Afuer hours of marching to and fro, hither

ldx: was all that would pndl’, hin. and
with many misgivings and superstitious
fears crowding their courage to the wall the
servants led him into the chamber of sorrows
and bitter memories. Ancil and James
guided Bir Rupert's feeble steps, and the
trembling Peggy went ahead with a lighted
L.

“Howly mother of Christ!” she ejacu-
Iated, as she stepped aside for Marcia toun-
lock the apartment, *'an’ if this ghostly
perade wud only coom to an ind Oi'd falere-
laved immensely.”

The key grated in the unused lock, the
heavy door swung open, and the party en-
tered the midnight gicom of the musty,
close atmosphere of the gallery.

On eutering, Sir Rupert cast a quick, in-
quiring glance around him, as if really ex-
pectng to see Miriam somewhere in the
gloom, but nothing save the empty silence
of the shadows rewarded his anxious vision.

He stood perplexed and disappointed for
some time, and the white-faced, frightened
servants watched him with bated breath.
What next! The question was plain in each
face of the much-tormented household.

But the question was answered without
delay, for Bir Rupert, as if recoilecting him-
self, suddenly stretched out his arms to-
ward the row of reversed portraits opposite
him, and while a light of recogmition glad-
dened his old face he exclaimed, almost
gleefully: “Ah!now Miriam ds here after
all.ll

They assisted his eager steps across to
the portraits indicated by his unnaturally
bright eyes, and instinctively paused be-
neath Miriam's picture. Jamesturned over
the portrait, at a look from Sir Rupert, snd
Pegey heid the taper up close to the beauti
ful face looking calmly, proudly down from
its heavy black drapery on the midnight
visitors.

And Sir Rupert exclaimed eagerly, clasp-
ing his thin ficgers in rapture: *“Oh!
Miriam, my daughter, you are here; theold,
merciless tradition of curhouse is at fault
atlast! There is love—lore, instead of hate,
existing between ws; between Bir Rupert
Percival and child. Is it not so, Miriam ™
and Lis face lighted up wonderfully with
love's wistful questioning.

Peggy hid her face in her apron and
sobbed convulsively, while Ancil and James
brusned the unbidden tears from their over-
fHowing eves in silence.

Oh! the eager, hopeless questioning of an
affection that came too late!

“Lord! what & pass it has come to,”
moaned the sobbing houseckeeper, and
James made answer in & choked voice:
“*Yes, too late is the ouly certainty of the
HNL "

BSir Rupert caught at their meaning, es-
pecially the lament of the honest butler, on
whose faithful arm he rested. A shadow
of deep disappointment crossed his features
as he looked from one weeping servant to
another, and then, as if realizing something
of the cause of their gricf, he dropped his
lands nerveless by his side, and murmured
in & blank, uncertain way: “Ah! I see how
itis at last.”

Then standing quietly as il revolving the
matter more thoroughly in his mind, he
burst out with: “Merciful God! I had for-
gotten. Miriam is indeed here; but she
ouly is here to gaze on her aged father

“au! I SEE HOW IT 1S AT LAST."

with merciless reproach. She will not
speak to me, her poor, old, stricken father!
Oh! she is beautiful, but so cold; heartless
and coid is my only daughter, and dumb to
all entreaty. Yes, James; I am too late! I
don’t quite understand it; but I feelthatl
am too lute for reconciliation for some rea-
son. Miriam understands it; I know by her
locks. Tuke me away, James; take me
away before my old heart isslain in its
faithfulness; before she kills me with her
proud, eold, wordless contempt!™

“Howly mither! an® what a taching this
expairiance wud be Lo sum o’ thim as holds
spiteand hathred among thimseives, ef they
only cud be here to hear an’ sce,”” said
Ancil, desperately, ashe turned the portrait
1o its reversed position.

Then they started with Sir Rupert for
bis apartments.

“1 wish to his highness that this may be
his last trip," exploded Marcia, desperately,
as she banged the massive door to its place
with an angry wrench, and turned the key
in the lock viciously.

“Hush! ye baythenish spalpeen,” repri-
manded Peggy, savagely. “An’ ye'll need
to chop out this night's lessom fer yer avil
feclin’s.”

“It’s no evil thing to wish him dead, I'm
sure,” ded Marcia, with a defiant
toss of her head. The dismayed Clarkson
made no response to this assertion, and
Marcia hung the key in its accustomed ring
with theair of one who has won the day by
a rash, but mevertheless complimentary,
method.

Outside the Hall the winds were whis-
pering in the greztelms and sizhing in the
dark, gloomy yews, predictive of arising
storm.

Not one of the mmates, however, had
noticed the gathering of the threatening el-
ements, so intense had been the weird ex-
citement within. A sudden and heavy peal
of thunder drew their attention tothe fact.
and they hurried up thestaircase as fast as
their almost helpless master would allow.
He bad become in these latter days of kis
life terribly frightened whenever a thun-
der-storm came on, and they wished to get
him into his own apartments before the
tempest burst over Heatherleigh.

But he wasnot to be hurried. He slowly
mounted the stairs murmuring: “Soproud!
socold! sodumb! ©Oh! Miriam! No pity;
po love™

Buddenly therecame a vivid and biinding
fiash, foliowed by a peal of heaven's artil-
lery that reverberated through the Hall,
and scemed to shake Heatherleigh to its
ancient corner-stone.

Bir Rupert staggered and fell prone on
the landing withost & cry; the servants
carelessly extinguished the in their
terror and Peggy shrieked out that the “God
above had taken Marcia at her wurrud.”

CHAPTER XVIL

Wadding belis rangout cicar and sweet
on the soft, breezy September air. It was
the morning of Patty’s wedding. Allnat-
ure vied with the merry-making of the in-
mates of Fairfax Place to make the day one
never to be forgotten for its besuty.

Mme. Montcalm, the mother of the

tha? wuely of all lonely rooms at Heather

mmdmuterwn.apqum
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glri. in siiks and dh-ondl, had come down
from Loundon to take part in the festivitiss.

The Fairfax family not being yet out
of mourning, the wedding was & quiet
one, and did mnot take on the air
of grandeur Mme. Montcalm desired
it might. Bhe was rather vain and
fond of display, and this being the occasion
of the marriage of her only son, she was a
little disappointed that the momentous af-
fair did not come out in the biaze of social
glory she deemed necessary. Nevertheless
she was sure that her son Hollis was mar-
rying intoa very aristocratic family, and
that his wife was a model of good breeding
and a beauty of the pure English type, and
that was something to be proud of.

They had lost their property, to be sure,
once, but now they were, if any thing, bet-
ter off than formerly; though people did
say that it was mainly through the super-
human efforts and wonderful business tact
of the dead brother and son that the Fair-
fax house was again rccognized in polite
society.

“] am so glad that it happens to besuch
aperfect day, it portends a bappy life, you
know."

Mme. Montcalm was speaking to one
of the guests in the handsomely decorated
rooms at the Fairfax home.

*Yes," answered the one addressed. *I1
sincerely hope the second marriage of the
Fairfax house will prove a happier one than
the first; though that oue was bappy enough
had not its first years been clouded with
hard, grinding toil, and the last by the
failing health, and finally the death of the
husband.™

“J understood they were very much de-
voted to one another,” said Mme, Mont-
calm, avoiding the mention of toil, which
grated on her aristocratic ears, and devot
ing herself to the heart-side df the subject.

“0Ohl certainly,” was the rejoinder.
“Arthur Fairfax was a devoted husband to
a most devoted wife. By the bye, bis
widow will not be here at Patricia’s wed-
ding. Bheis just recovering from a long
illnezs aud, although able to be about, will
not undermke the trip.”

And other guests baving arrived, came
up toclaim the sttention of the speaker
and get an mtrodcction to the very aristo-
cratic madame, the mother of the groom,
whose vanity was very much flattered by
the attention she was receiving from Pa-
tricia’s friends.

No, Miriam could not go over to attend
Patty's wedding; she felt that she bad no
part in happiness now; but the day was
beautiful, and Patty, sister Patty, would be
very happy. It was not far over to Fairfax
Place, a lonely country seat, just outside a
| dreamy, quiet tlllage. nestled among the
hulu, some few miles up the shore. Patty
had wanted her to come, but had not urged,
knowing that her heart was sore over her

She walked the length of the bit of beach
below the rocks where she had been sitting
out the morning. A great white gull cir-
cled over her head and sped away as free as
air. The morning sun danced on the calm
waters, and a few 'vhite drifting clouds lay
lazily above the downs stretching away to-
ward the city.

It wason aday something like this, though
not nearly so perfect, that she and Arthur
were married; but not with sanction and
merry-making which -would smile a God-
speed for Patricia. .

Hark! what was fhut? Was it Patty's

«2! wedding chim She hardly thought she
*eould h ils of St. Martin from

where she But, yes; it must be
them. Miriam put. her hands quickly to her
ears to shut out the sound, and sat down by
an overturned boat to think. Was she self-
ish-hearted, that she could not bear to hear
the ringing of the bills even? Noj but
some way it brought it all back se vividly—
her own wedding nighi. Notlike Patty's
marriage, celebrated in the glow of the
beautiful morning, amid friends and music
and flowers: no, in the shadows and quiet,
somber interior of lonely littie All Saints’
she was given away by a stranger,and as
a wife she crossed the gloomy porch and
walked by the dead, out to the portals of the
quiet church-yard, without a song, without
a flower, or a smile.

Well, it was ftting, after all; the cere-
mony wasonly atypeofall the rest. No! not
all, for Arthur, dear, dead Arthur was true
and affectionate, but she meant the dark
sideof the after years. Bhe had only the
shadows of death in view this morning;
they werealways trailing across her path-
way; their dank denseness had grown see-
ond nature to her soul, for she had become
morbid on shadows.

But it wouldn’t do, this mopisg fcover
in the mists; she would go up t>tho hoase,
and beglad for Patricia. About now the
fair village lassies werastrewing flowers in
Patty’s way—bappy Patty!

Drawing the soft, rich wrap about her
frail shoulders, Miriam toiled wearily up
over the rugged path toward the Rest, try-
ing to feel happy for dear sister Patty’s
sake. Where a turn came in the path, by
a rock jutting out from among its hoary
fellows, Miriam paused for rest.

She might have had the and have
driven down the beach road, but she chose
to bealone. The presence of even the boy
in livery would have disturbed her to-day,
she thought, so she had descended the
bridle-path alone for her morning walkon
the shore.

Far away she caught sight of sails gleam
ing in the sunlight; some pure white, some
cream and rose-tinted, and a great wave of
something like homesickness crept over
her. The letter which a white-winged
messenger had sped away with months agoe
had been answered. And tbat dear friend
of her mother's had said: “Come;™ but only
afew daysafter the receipt of the friendly
epistle a raging fever had seized ber and
she had hovered between this world and the
next for days. Since thenshe had not been
strong enough to undertaks a voyage, espe-
cially unattended.

In those uncertain days of her severeill-
ness Patricia bad never left her bedside.
Devoted and kind, she had nursed her
through until the physician said: “She will
live.” Why she had not been permitted to
cross over and enter into restand be with
her beloved ones was to Miriam & dark
problem.

But mow, as soon as she was strong
enough to warrant starting, she was going
to her mother’s friend on the shoresof the
Narragansett, to cozy little Bay View, as
the place had been described to her by letter.

A party of rosychecked children passed
her, scampering down the path, their prim,
pretty nurse bringing up the rear with the
lunch basket on one plump arm, while over
the other she had swung her hat with its
wreath of wild autumn flowers she had
gathered by the roadside. They made a
pretty picture. One of the children ran up
to her, offering her a bouquet of yellow
fall flowers it had crushed into a withered
condition in its chubby palms. Shetook the
blossoms with a “thank you™ to please the
littie one, while the rosy nurse curtsied re-
spectfully and passed by.

They were from The Cliffs, a pleasant,
roomy mansion some two miles farther up
the shore; doubtiess the family carriage
bad been left up at Atherton Place, a few
roeds from The Rest, and the chiliren had
been sent down to the beach for a half-
day's outing inu charge of Erma, the bright-
eyed foreign nurse-girl.

Miriam recogunized them instantly, baving
met them on the beach quite oftea during

= P

thesummer, and the Athertons, she had
lsarned, were relatives.

“What a bhappy little party,” mused
Miriam, looking after them and watching
rather fully each littie head pass
down out of sight. “What a merry,
sunny home The Cliffs must be,”” she adaed,
thoughtfully.

A merry shout from one of the children
below arrested her attention and she, for- '
getting her sorrows for a moment, arose
with & smile, and went on toward home.
Tha purple ivy clusters showed rich and
dark against the gray stone of the old wall
by which sbe passed, while here and there

agreat leaf of the luxuricus vine flamed I

into scarlet. Ah! yes, it was autumn;
autumn of the cycling year once more and |
dreary, desolate autumn of her neart and
aimless life; and she looked up through the
tree-dotted park and saw through hot tears

the silent grandeur of the Rest. Thecur |

tains were drawn, and rooms filled withs |
desolateness that made her heart sink.

But the windows must,be thrown open,
the knotted crape removed, and the merry

sunshine must be admitted, for Patty was |

“ WHAT A HAPPY urr:.r rmﬂ""

coming soon, and Patty's life and exuberang
spirits should not berdampened by evena
suggestion of what she had suffered. Noj
it would be eruel.

And Patty came. The great lonely draw-

ing-room was thrown open, and the sweet-

toned piano in the dim recess, whlch-

had been siient as the grave for so long, |
was once more brought to hight, and to life

also, for Patty’s deft fingers swept the for- |

gotten chords and made musiconce again.

Miriam feit at first that it was almost
sacrilege, but the sober second thought
prompted a saner view of the matter. But
the tears would come in spite of her efforts
to be cheerful, for now she had not even a
home. It was Patty's, and she—well, she
was welcome, nay. urged to make it her
home with them, and Hollis Montcalm, in
his genial, cordial way, had requested her
to do so. Butitwasn't home notwithstand-
ing, yet Patricia made it pleasant for her,
very pleasant, and next tothe beloved dead,
she loved Patricia.

They had been sittingin the cozy little
parlor upstairs, which commanded a lovely |
bit of sea view, she and Putty, in the bright, *
sweet weather of the late autumn, busy |
discussing a little run Hollis intended to

make down to the mines for his father-in- |

law when a letter was brought in.

“W'ere is the mistress of the "ouse?” de- |
manded the carrier of the porter who
answered his impatient ring. “Hiwasto |

swer. Forthwith the porter ushered
into the waiting-room and sent for Patricia.
“Ere is a letter of important news,
missus, han hit requires han hanswer
right ha-way,” communicated the lad, ris-
ing withcapin hand as Patricia came for-

ward.
“Please to wait a moment, then,” said

Patricia, scanning the superscription in the
dim light.

give this letter into ’er own "ans,” he added,
before the polite servant could make Wﬂ at large.

[To BE coxTINUED.]

STYLE IN WRITING.

Thoughts Made Imperishable by the
Beauty of Their Setting.

There must be workmanship as well as

design. The way a thing is done can kil |

itorgive it life. The touch of Cellini makes I

the precious metal a hundred-fold more :
precivus. We do demand ideas from an
author; but if he does not know, or does '
not care to know, how to express them, he
might as weil not bave them, and might
better set up as a reviewer. It is easier
business to disparage litcrature than to pro-
duce it; easier to undervalue style than to
acquire it. However, that undefinable dis-
tinction which we call style is quite capa-
ble of taking care of itseif. A page of
prosc or versa without this quality is like a
man without g od manncrs; he may be a
person of exceilent intentions, but he is not
desirable company, and ultimately finds
himself dropped.

A notable thing in every work—poem,
history or novel—that has survived i1ts own
period is perfection of form. It is that
which has kepc it. It is the amber that
preserves the fiy. 1 have no doubt that
thousands of noble conceptions have been
lost to us because of the inadeguacy of their
literary form. Certain it is that many
thoughts and fancies, of no great value in
themselves, have been made imperishable
by the faultlessness of their setting. For
example, if Richard Lovelace -whose fe-
licities, by the way, were purely accidenta,
—had saidto Lucasta: *“Lucasta, my girl,
I couldn’t think half so much of you as I do
if Ididn't feelit my duty to enlist for the
war. Do you catch on!"—if Richard Love-
lace, I ~cpeat, had put it in that fashion, his
commendable sentiment would bave been
forgotten in fifteen minutes; but when he
said—

“I conld not love thee, dear, so much
Loved I not honor more”—

hegave to Engiand a Iyric that shall last
longerthan the Thomas embankment. The
difference in the style of these two ad
dresses to Lucasta illustrates just the dif-
ference thereis between literature and that
formless commonplace which certain of our
critics suppose to be life.—Atlantic.

Admiration and Laughter,

Admiration and lsughter are of such op-
posile natures that they are seldom cre-
ated by the same person. The man of
mirth is always observing the follies and
weaknesses, the serious writer the virtues
or crimes, of mankind; one is pleased with
contemplating & fop, the other a hero; even
from the same objects they would draw dif-
ferent ideas.

Cocalne in Varicla.

Dr. Cerni calls attention in La Normandie
Medicale to recent observations regarding
the treatment of variola by the
of cocaine in doses of from two to five cen-
tigrams. The period of suppuration is said
to be shortentd to a remarkable extent, and
the general resultm produced are most satis-

factory. .
Tomgqrois, given by loving hands, earries
with it happiness and good fortune. Its
color always pales when the well-being of
the giver is la peril 1§ isau emblem of
prosperity, and is dedicated te Pecember.
In the zodiac it stands for BaSurn, and‘in

MEXICO'S WEST POINT.

How Cadets Are Trained in the Military
School at Chapulteper.

At present about thirty per cent. of
the officers of the army are graduates of
the natiomal Military College at Cha-
pultepec, where about three hundred
. cadets constantly are in training. and
y whence about sixty officers are graduated
. annually. The course pursued here is

similar to that at West Point, and the
! gradual retirement of the older officers,
combined with this constant addition of
young officers whe have been thoroughly
i trained in accordance with the best of
i modern military theories, is having a
| very marked effect in raising the moral
| tone of the army and in increasing its
i practical efficiency. The cadets, as a
rule, are drawn from the upper classes
{ of Mexican society, but among them—
and this is a very prominent element in
the new army—are a number of young
fellows whose brown or brownish skins
show their native Indian blood. Itis a
notable and hopeful fact that the
native Indians more and more are com-
ing to the front in the government of
their own country. Juarez, who, all
things considered, was the greatest
statesman that Mexico as yet has pro-
duced, was an Indian of the pure blood,
and President Diaz owes in part to his
dash of this fine strain his patient reso-
Intion and his steady courage in con-
tending with great difficulties. The
presence of these brown-faced lads
among the cadets, and of brown-
faced men in the national Congress and
in the various departments of the
government, is a sign of healthy
national growth, of which the
importance scarcely can be over-
estimated. As a whole, the ca-
det battalion presents a fine soldierly
appearance; and the individual eadet,
as seen on the sireets of the City of
Mexico on Sundays and feast-days, when
off from Chapultepec on all day leave,
is as well set-up, soldierly a young fellow
as is to be found anywhere. And even
the “cockyness™ of these spruce lads in
their handsome uniforms, while likely
to make an old soldier smile a little in
a kindly way, is a sign of proper pride
in an honorable profession that an old
{ soldier best appreciates and is least dis-

posed seriously to condemn. Pride in
the uniform means pride in the service,
and is a sizn that when the time comes
for fighting neither the uniform nor the
service will be disgraced. The Chapul-
tepec boys have gallant traditions to
sustain them, for in the time of the

Americzn invasion they bore a brave

part in defending the hill on which

their college stands against the assault
of Scott's army. At the base of the
i“hill a monument fittingly commemo-
rates the heroism of these youn@ sol-
diers and eloquently exhibits how well
they fought by the long list of names
! graven upon it of those who that day
died. Altogether, the Military College
is an institution of which the Mexicans,
in the army and out of it, are justly
proud; for both in its processess and in
its results it is highly creditable to the
.important adjunct
e college,. ly established, is

b artillery sch n which officers of
that arm take a post-graduate course,
and to which officers in the service are
detailed for instruction.—Thomas A.
Janvier. in Harper's Magazine.
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BACON Hams . w e 1%
Bhoulden............ 35 @ 6
Sides......ccoanceenee T8 8
LARD.. eme seeuPRsOROIY 4D 6%
POTA'I'OE.S - | B
s'r LOUIS.
CATTLE—Shipping steers.... 400 @ 4®
Butchers' m... 153 @ 47
HOGS—Packing .... ..ccos .zea 373 @ 30
yHEEP—Fair o choice....... 36) @ 47
FLOUR—Cholce ........cccee. 35 @ 45
WHEAT—No.2 red......ccee..  0%3 7
CORX—NO.!................... W 29%
DATS—=NO.2. . iveivecrnrnnnas 17T @ Iy
! RYE—No. 2... v B o By
BUrrEB—Cmmery . W B
POREK... whamed ..uan @1ns
CHICAGO.
CATTLE—Shipping steers.... 400 @ B0
HOGS—Packing and shipping. 40) @ 4153
SHEEP—Fairto choice....... 400 @ 30
FLOUR—Winter wheat....... 449 @ 4%
WHEAT—No.2red........c... LETE S ]
CORN=NO.Z.ccsccvncisnenenas &2 @ 8%
OATS=NO. 3. ccocvncrnicasnnacee 89D ISy
RYE—No. 2. e eniiah A%
Bl."l"rmlr—m-en .......... v a 4
PORK...... F— W D -
NBW YORK.
CATTLE—Common toprime.. 400 @ 473
HOGS—Good to choice........ 400 @ 45
PWUH—GMI»MG e 440 @ 510
WHEAT—No.2red.. eene B3 @ By
CORN-—No. 2. - 20 %
OAH—Wum-lud —vwwean “4 @ X
BUTTER—Creamery...c...... 13 @ 8
’o“.............-..._----.---- “. . l. .

“Cured! Nowandun .Ib-.‘“f'
AT DRUGGISTS AND DEALYRS.
l-m A. VOGELER CO., Batimers, 54

EEaATARR

_ﬂ ELY BROS . 56 Warren SL.5. .

mmm by Three, 1%

mm M‘:S f-ll-n:::lllm
Il““m Auu-n.u'l' ﬁ""
ry: Satiding. Chiengor Tik 2> T

& Lakeside

SFSANE BEI3 PAFER esey tmopon wite.

and
ments, and no woman who has not it
need despair, for a trial will mrlneo her
that it is the very thing she needs to restore
her to the health she fears forever lost.

——————

To cleanse the stomach, liver and system
geuerally, use Dr. Pierce’s Pellets. 25 cents.
_—

AN Irishwoman, uninvited toa wake

—*Well, well, I'l] have a mrpseohny
own in my house some day, an' thin
you'll see who'll be invited.”

——— - — —————
First Published in 1876.

The American Architect (Boston : Ticknor &
Co.) is the oldest as well as largest and most
profusely iuustrutal building journal in
this country, and as such we can recommend
it 1o our readers.

—_——————

“Arran! Where will you find a mod-
ern building that has lasted as long as
the ould wan?”

—_— .

Ir you want to be cured of acough use
Hale's Honey of Horehound and Tar.

Pike's Toothache Drops Curein one minute.

. '~ B v, i By
ONE ENJOYS
Both the method and results when

Syrup ofFigsutnken- itis

pleasant
and to the taste, andacts
{entl y yet ptlyon the Kidneys,
iver and Bowels, cleanses the sys-
tem effectually, dispels colds, head-
aches and fevers and cures habitual
constipation. Syrup of Figs is the
only remedy of its kind ever
duced, pleasing to the taste anJ

ceptablc to the stomach, prompt in
its action and trul o tnl::lemib
effects, prepared on most
hulthyp:nd substances,
its many qualities com-

mend it to all andhvo made it
tbemostp:fulummed y known.
hfornlemﬂh

x:{nblo druggnst. who
mynotlnn it on hand will pro-
cure ltgopmm Ly for ango:ne who
wishes i mpﬁ
any mbsut‘:{e.
CALIFORNIA Fi6 mur co.

SAN FRANCISCO, CAL.
» KVe NEW M.'-'.

A
MENSTRUATION
Wy

I¥ TAREN ©
GREAY,

S BOCK
BBAD,

ALVATI(
Cor:

m"“mﬂh

HIIS]ﬂlSﬂllllﬂllﬂ

mﬂu. ltlll'.l-l-
un.ﬂ it uum

Tutt's Pills

“"l [l ll-. l-o n-l
I v
ergans, Il' o L1

Boldlure.

Everyw.
Ofiice, 44 Murray 8t., New York. '

GRATEFUL—COMFORTING.

EPI’S’S COCOA

around us ready to wherever there
§= a weak poinl '.-ﬁ afstal
ourselves well fortified re blood
and & g "c&

Made sim
um: ply with wmm-lm

JANES EPPS & CO.,
Loadea,

Bold
rocers, labelled thus:

s -v IILPAIIL. M.

I>I‘rllﬂE FITS!

When I eure [ do -l -udy stop them
Mntt-.-l’ll um %
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